RUSSIAN    HAZARD
My guess at the contents of the letter to the British Embassy
was that Major R----- was asking permission to arm the Czech
prisoners in the prison-camp at Vologda, the railway junction
half-way between Archangel and Petrograd, from the military
stores in his control and use them as a force with which to try to
hold the north. There was also most likely a plea for immediate
intervention by the Japanese, coming across Siberia from Vladivostok.
He had suggested these as possibilities to me in one of our talks.
Major R----- was no scare-monger. He was convinced that
the Bolsheviks would attempt another coup soon and had no opinion
at all of the ability of the Provisional Government, the Military
League, or anyone else in Russia to put them down without outside
military aid. The Czech prisoners were, of course, eager for the
Allies to win the war so that their country could be freed from the
Austrian yoke and several thousands of their fellow-countrymen had
fought with the Russian army in a special brigade.
Major R-----had adjured me to guard his letter with my life,
so 1 kept my eyes well open on the train. There were two fellows of
whom I was specially suspicious because of the interest I fancied
they were taking in me and the number of times they passed the
compartment which I was occupying alone. At last after a long
peer through the glass window from the corridor they plucked up
courage to open the door, and simultaneously I opened the other
door and, cap in hand, jumped out on to the line. As the train
had been jogging along slowly for the past hour there was no great
courage required for that. I got off with a bruised hand and walked
the six miles to Vologda, wondering whether my supposed assailants
had really been Bolshevik emissaries or only men coming to ask me
for a match. Anyhow, I was not molested in Vologda and reached
Petrograd without further incident.
I went to the British Embassy at once and asked for the Ambas-
sador, Sir George Buchanan. I was informed he was not available,
but that I could see a secretary. I passed through two green baize
doors into a room where the secretary waited and I handed over
my despatch and was left alone. After about ten minutes he returned,
evidently perturbed.
"Has anyone seen you coming here ?" he asked.
I replied in the negative. His tense expression relaxed with
obvious Belief and he showed me out of the Embassy by the back
door after carefully peeping out into the deserted street.
Early in October the Bolshevik Trotsky was elected President
of the Soviet. Immediately the Bolsheviks faced the Government
with a direct and insulting challenge. At their instigation the
Soviet announced that the workmen and soldiers whom they